HO           THE   LADY  AND  THE   UNICORN
this was the Indian spring. There were canna
lilies in Benares colourings on the Iawns3 and the
cathedral had skirts of garish unchristian colours;
the creepers came into fiower5 scarlet and cream quis-
qualis,j purple petria, bougainvillia in magenta and
crimson, peacock purple morning-glory streaked
with white and pink like native sweet-meats.
The jasmine buds opened into round sweet-
smelling shapes, the oleanders had heads of fresh
prim pink and there were crepe flowers in Japan-
ese mauves and magentas and frangipanis budded
on their stiff ugly trees.
There was a glory of trees that came to per-
fection in May. Down Loudon Street and Rawdon
Street, in every road and lane, the cassiass scarlet
and orange and gold, were spread in a pattern of
leaves like feathers against the sky, or more tran-
quil in pink and white, drooped their branches
like weeping willows towards the ground.
Everywhere between the houses were the
flowering trees, and the houses kept their shutters
closed to their foreign beauty. It seemed to
Stephen that nothing in the city was quick except
himself and the budding trees, that no one else
saw beauty or knew love. He was in a fever and
fidget of Iove3 he could not be calm with Rosa be-
cause she would not let him touch her.
^ There was something beyond; the sensitive in
him was searching for something beyond her; It
was trying to fit a background for her, to make a
decor for which the design was lost, lost or for-
gotten or overlooked. The words on the sundial